1875
Friday, New Year's Day
I went across to Hannah Williams. I had not seen her for two
days and there was a brilliant look of glad welcome on the proud
beautiful face, as the wistful dark eyes seemed to say, 'Where have
you been? I thought you had forgotten me.'
Sunday, 3 January
One New Year's Day Mr. Rich, the Vicar of Chippenham, was
administering the Holy Communion when a poor man taking the
Chalice into his hand wished the Vicar *A Happy New Year*.
Tuesday, 12 January
John Hatherell told me this evening that he recollects when a boy
being one of the bearers at the burial of a gipsy girl 12 years of age.
He had forgotten her name but we looked in the parish registers and
found the entry of the funeral. The girl's name was 'Limpedy
Buckland'. She was buried in Langley Burrell Churchyard in the
year 1809 on the 29th of April. She died in the tents of her people in
Sutton Lane opposite the gate of Sand Furlong. The road was then
a green lane. When John and the other lads who were to be bearers
reached the tents of the tribe they found a clean white cloth laid upon
the green grass with bread, cheese and beer, and an old woman, the
mother or grandmother of the dead girl, put her hand into her
pocket and gave each of the bearer lads a shilling. Then the lads
carried the girl to her grave and a white sheet was thrown over the
coffin. Limpedy Buckland the gipsy girl was buried in the south-
eastern corner of the churchyard tinder the great yew.
Hannah Hatherell said she well remembered old Constant Smith
the gipsy. Probably this was 'Constance Smith a gipsy', the mother
of *Muperelk' whose burial appears in the registers of Langley
Burrell. Hannah also remembers well old Ted Buckland the gipsy
who murdered Judy Pearce at the lone house between Sutton and
Seagry, since called Murder Cottage on that account. This Ted
Buckland used to go about wrapped in a white blanket girt about
his waist with a girdle and pinned together over his chest with a
skewer. My Mother saw him brought to my grandfather's house at
Langley Fitzurse after the murder in this same costume.
William Ferris told me to-day his reminiscences of the first train
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